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WONDER what
Donald Jordan's fate If Howard
‘" Barnes, our city editor, had not
‘noticed an Inconspicuous ftem in &n
exbhange? 1 nder what would have
.Ph.: and :’!o Dorothy McRay's love
.“L’f
pt b
{

if Jamesa Barton, reporter, had
falled to make good
% e, but really ver
ore 1 tell you {
‘““The Btone God," I
newspaper custom that |
wﬁ:{:g}lrnlm the oity editor of every
newapaper goes over dozens of exchanges
looking {or suggestiona, He blue-pencily
those w

ich seemn to him to offer prom-
‘E of a story and bases assignments on

1:-!;‘ ;obt;n
you seema to be the love tale o r-
othy MoRay. Jimmy ealls it the “'Ven-

ance of guddhu"—nnd the city editor
ended hin story “British army officer
meets violent death.’

It depends on whether you think love
or. myatery or the passion for re-
vange  the greatest element In  the
strange tale which began wheén this
letter was brought to me at the close
of my day’'s work.

Dear Miss Fairfax:

My father has quarreled with the man
I Jove. Would it be right to elope?
Could you come and talk with me?

: DOROTHY McRAY,
2% Pelham road,
New York City.

This letter came in at the psycho-
logical moment when It was bound to
clnim attention.

I was ready to close up my desk for
the evening when Jimmy Barton came
into the office looking puszled and dis-
couraged, Hisn usually fluent type-
writer gave a click or two and then
stopped.

80 1 decided on a little home mia-
slonary work and invited Mr, Barton to
come home with me for dinner. Just
a8 we wera leaving, the letter of which
I have told you came, 1 picked it up
carelessly enough, glanced at It, and
put It In my pocket.

It dropped to the floor Jjust when
Jimmy and I were finishing dinner in
a q ulet corner of the English grill,

Jammy picked It up and frowned at
the square, heavy English writing.
“"Looks more lilke a love letter than a
letter about love,” he complained.

I read It Miy and started to put it
back in my pocket. It seemed an or-
dinary enough case—and 1 hate to In-
terfere between parents and children.

it Is & love letter—and you're mont
Impolite o accept attentions from one
man and carry on a correspondence
with another at the same time, sald
Jimmy In & tone 1 knew was meant
to parody my attitude,

I was not In the mood for banter,
80 | ahoved the letter across the table,
Jimmie read It—eagerly he reread it
~then he leaned across the table
and spoke In a queer, breathless volce.

“Fale weoms: to be writing another
story for us to work out In collabora-
tion, Ming Beatrice . . 220 Pelham
roa It looks to me as If we
were on the track of something blg.
Have you fifteen minutes to spare?

y difficult, asslgn-
tory of
he strange A rz‘ :

want to expla
s everywhere

‘me the story 1 am

I'd llke to tell you what looks to meth

like a part of thia girl's story. Wil
you listen?*

“In our own language, Mra. Barton,
I'm the best lttle listener in this nelgh-
borhood,” 1 laughed lightly.

But for flve strenuous
that I did not Jaugh agaln.

Here |s Jimmy's astory just as he told
it to me—with as much of Jimmy's ple-
turgaque and vital slang as a mere
wolan can remember. “Barne handed
me a jolt this morning when he gave
me what looked llke a baby assigninent
for a 325 a week cub reporter. Here's
the clipping he had blue-penclled for
me to follow."

Jimmy handed me a crumpled clipping,
the head of which read:

‘e “Indlan Prince from Blltmore.
Rajo All Jalbel Arrives at Caleutte.'
Phrough the smaller type of the Item

below this head was a blue line and pen-
ollgd across it In Barnes’ scrawl "Inter-
vi this fellow."

s ks lilke a fine asslgnment, doesn’t
171" grinned Jimmy. “Well, this Is
what It led to. I had a shave and &
shing to doll up and get into the Bilt-
more class, and then 1 marched over to
tha hotel. The clerk was polite enough,
but he informed me after he'd gotten h's
call-down over the telephone, that All
Jaibel, Rajo of Calcutta, was not giving
interviaws.

“] stood at that desk and did some
heavy thinking. If this chap didn't
want to give Interviews all the more
reason J. Barton wanted to Interview
him: While I was thinking up a way
Dame Fate played into by hands.
Along comes n stralght-haired, dark
complexioned hoy who had the map of

hours after

Hast India all over his Broadway
clothes,

“He got by when I couldn't, for
after his majesty All Jalbel got word

over the phone of his last vialtor Mis-
ter Clerk rings n bell and a page
comes slong to escart thia Esst Indikn

c}l.ng up to Al's apartmant,
‘Need 1 tell you that little Jimmy
tralls right along and peeks around a

corner of the corridor when the page
takes the honored Huest to the door

of apartment No, 13?7
“That East Indian plays right into
my hands llke & bush leaguer. What

did he do but forget to tip the boy!
What does Jimmy do but hand the boy
n dollar bill! What does the boy do
but lead Jimmy as per requeat. straight
into apartment M, which was consid-
erate enough to be next door and
cempty?

““Now, Miss Bealrice, | ask you to ple-
ture friend Jimmy standing on a litle
table and peeping through a blg tran-
rom, I know you don't approve of eaves-
dropping, but until you revolutionize the
whole newspaper game | guess big
stories will continue to be—-'overheard.'

“Pretty soon In comes a chap 1 take
to be our friend All, all dressed up In
the robes 1 know go with the priests of
Nuddha. The stranger makes a deep
Aalaam and All graciously blds him rise.
Then the priest asks a question and the
caller raplles,

‘T was not qulte positive of what T
heard—but now it conneets up. It was
‘0 Pelham Road.' Does that interost
you, Miss Falrfax?”

1 looked at Dorothy McRay's letter
Ilying on the table between us. 30 Pel-
ham road seemed suddenly fraught with
mystery and strange portent,

“My story seems to Interest you,"
sald Jimmy, smilingly. *Want to hear the
next cohapter? * ¢ ¢ Well, we left
Jimmy on the table peering through the
transom. The stranger I had followed
te All's apartment talked a good deal
louder than the priest, so I got what he
sald. The next bit of repartee which
cage my way was: ‘Each night he talies
it m the vault and looks at it. With
my eyes 1 have seen IL'

“Miss Falrfax, T had a sudden feel-
tng that whatever ‘It' wap 1 wanted
to see it, too, There's something mys-
terious and mnflul sounding about
those East Indian chaps that just
nbout hypnotizses a fellow. And that
siranger salaamed w0 reapectfully
when he spoke of °It" that all 1 .'?“":

wa

would have been

on the seemingly

(Copyright, 1914, by the Btar Company).

The Stone God

NEW WORK FOR HUMANITY

for the newspapers.

Now | am go

With the hel i

motion pictures.
They will be

show the acting of the story,

on the screen,

Dear Readers of The Washington Times:

At the suggestion of a wise man | have begun a new kind
of work. For years | have written ““Advice to the Lovelorn”
| have answered questions of men and
women concerning the affairs of their hearts.

fn to do something more exciting than that.
of Miss Grace Darling 1 am
of the most important episodes that come to me through the
letters from the millions of readers of ‘‘Advice to the Love-
lorn,” make stories of them for The Washington Times, and
Miss Darling and Basil Dickey will turn them into scenarios for

roduced as stories in The Times every Sun-
day, and during the week following the motion pictures will

It is so exciting to think of having your thoughts changed
into actual moving human beings appearing before the public

In my work in collaboration with Miss Darling in the mo-

tion pictures I shall try to give good advice, working as always
with my one great motto, “‘Love m

going to take some

akes the world go round.”
BEATRICE FAIRFAX.

ruby from the forehead of Buddha or
pome little trinket like that!"

Nelther Jimmy nor 1 could poasibly
have imagined how much more “it"
elood for to Lthose Buddhist priests
than would even & pricelesas pigeon
blood ruby from the forehead of an
idol have meant.

“At the very end only, Rajo All
spoke loud enough for me Lo hear. It
was only one word—but that one word
wanr: ‘Tonight."”

Some plot with Ita focal point at
the address from which Dorathy Me-
tay had written me was to be oarried
out that night. The East had come
across the seas dn pursuit of some-
thing the West must yield,

Jimmy and 1 looked at each other,
and thought leaped Illke an electric
spark across the charged air which
lay between us.

“Tonight!—1 wanted to go there any-
way to try to help Dorothy McRay,"”

I sald.
The Empty House.

*And I've got to go there now Lhat
il'm aure of the address which I didn't
quite get, but which your letlter gives
me,"” aald Jimmy. *“1 ve just one more
useful bit of datum, Miss Beatrice. You
nee, 1 followed that Indian after he
left_the ﬂ‘..{o' room at the hotel.

“And he ad' me Lo a cross street,
where he vanished Into an emptly-
looking place -with a big “"For Sale™
liqu across the front of It

‘1 got THAT number all right—and
now, with the number you have, I
think wae're: on our way, to get our
friend All's number. ‘hat do you
ink about It?

We wasted no more time In Imagin-
ng what we were golng to get—but set
out at once to get it.

Pelham road No, 220, was a pretty
suburban cottage set well back from
the street In grounds which had been
lald out by a clever landscape gard-
ener, whose art made the sloping lawns,
set with tiny bushes and hedges of
ahrubbery and sunken gardens, seerp al-
most like a tiny park.

The McRay cottage was exactly the
sort of place In which nothing more
exclting than the dnllf 5 o'clock tea
should find its setting. Hut an we drove
up in the taxi which the sudden need of
haste had made us feel we must take
wild screams rent the air, and the first
to greet us as we started up the path
was A uniformed policeman, who turned
into the gate just ahead of us,

Without stopping to analyse my feel.
ing, 1 rushed up the path after Jimmy
and the policeman. The door of the cot-
tage stood open. We entered the broad
hall and followed the sound of the
screams Inte a room which was a
library In every senmse of the word,
Great cases of books lined the wall
from floor to celling.

The French windows were closed and
the curtaine drawn. The air was al-
most stifiing. And In one corner of the
room & ltnnﬁe group was huddled.

'n the floor .f"‘h‘ body of a military
looking man of tween fifty and alxty.
His face was set in an ugly sneer—it
| portrayed utter hatred and something of
| terror,

Above the body stood an erect, good-
looking chap in whose hand was a blond-
stained knife. A maild stood shrinking
back against & table screaming at inter-
wvals with an almost automatic effort.

The officer selzed the man who held
the knife, and allenced him when he
made an effort to speak.

A Terrible Scene,

Then he turned to another girl who
was lurking so far back In the shadows
that I hhd not notlced her. Bhe was a
remarkably pretty girl of the flowerlike
English type. But her face had a look
of horror and suffering such as 1 have
never before beheld on that of any hu-
man creature,

1 knew mluncuu:‘v
Dorothy McRay, an

that this must be
that the man who
lay dead at her feet wua her father. But
wf‘m was the handsome young fellow
from whose nerveleas hand the officer
had taken the blood-stained knife?

The policeman spoke to the girl, “De
you know who this young fellow Ia? Can
you think of any motive why he'd want
to kill your father?"

The girl looked at her questioner for a
moment and then turned eyes of anguish
and reproach on his prisoner, Bhe open-
ed her lips to speak, and then stumbled
back and fell fainting In my armas,
had seen her nead and had hurried to
her side just In time to catch her.

We lald the fainting girl on a couch
and the mald sllenced her screaming In
order to meet the need of helping me re-
vive her mistreas,

Jimmy stood back In the shadows
eagerly contemplating some traln of
thought on which his active braln was
started.

“A8 #oom as the girl Is a little bet-
ter, you'd better come along with me,
Miss [IPairfax,'” said he,

“Walt!" 1 eried impatiently.

“1'1l be too Iate after a while,'" sald
Jimmy—=but 1 thouﬂn he was speakin
in answer to something the officer ha
sald rather than to me.

At Iast our efforts were rewarded,
and the girl stared at me with that
strange, blurred expression pto{llu often
have when they ecome muddenly from
the world of unconsciousneéss.

“1 am Beatrice Falrfax, dear, 1 came
in answer to your letter. 1 want to
help you. Do you belléve In me? 1 want
not mf in all this world so much now
as just to help you.'

“Heatrlce Falrfax—you want to help
me,'" muttered the girl ngueln

“The mald can take care of her now,
Miss Reatrice—~I think you'll be most
help If you come along with me,"” sald
Jimmy.

The girl openad her eyes luddegtl‘y
and mludied me. Buddenly the flood-
gates of n new necessity opensd, Dor
pthy  McRay feit that she must tel)

that I think

“Please don't go—walt
you," she cried—""1'll
th{!!lp: pleasa wait.”

“Ten minutes,” muttered Jimmy In
I'l'l’)’ ear. “I'll glve you ten minutes
with this cheerful young person.'

He sald It grudgingly. lle thought
we were wasting preclous time—but If
we had not heard Dorothy MeHRay's
story nene of what we saw afterwurd

until 1T tell
tell you every-

on our sirange night journey could
have meant enou te us to save the
girl from & ho le doom

This was Daorothy's story. She loved
Donald Jordan, the man whom the
;n:lluman had placed under arrest. Her

ther had felt a strange animosity (o-
wa the young lawyer,

That day he had come upon Donald
and Dorothy and had falrl ytorn his
dum‘hur out of the arms of the man
she loved.

Then he had ordered Donald out of
the house. The younger man replied
angrily, and the two almost came to
blows, Finally Donald had raised his
I;n.nd In fury and had shouted wildly:
“I'll marry her and heaven help you
Il«vou stand In my \u{,"

‘hat wonder that Dorothy McRay
muffered tortures of horror when ashe
found her beloved standing, knife In
hand, over her father's Z.m body!
Jimmy and I glanced at each other in-
atinotively.

I sat on the esuch by her aldé and

held her r little cald hand whil
she o0 b«l out the lrll‘mlr that m\:
torturing her so. 8he had lost at once

the father she loved and all faith In
the man who was to have been her
hushand,

“It's only eglreumastantial evidence,
dear—perhaps he didn't do it,”” 1 sald
weakly enough. For I, too, was shar-

the man she loved was &
"Can you go on, dear?
us to help you,”” I sald,

“Yes, I'll go on—in a minute—well,
after Don sald that he just glared at
father for a moment and them he rushed
out of the room. Father was so angry
that I couldn't face him, so 1 came up
to my room.

“I didn't know what to do, ‘Then 1!
thought of you. 1 knew girls you had
nelped, and | thought perhaps you'd be
willing to help me. T sat and looked at
the paper a long time first—and then
I wrote. Oh, I'm glad | wrote—you will
help me, won't you, Miss Fairfax? 1
ean't bear It alone. Father dead and
now Don a murderer. It's too awful.*

Then, suddenly Jimmy stepped for-
ward—debonalr, smiling Jimmy, whoase
friendly grin caught the attention even
of this frightened girl.

“One questlon more, Mias McRay.
How does Jordan happen to be here?
If you can give us u good reason for
may bs able to prove that
he isn't a murderer.”

I turned and stared at Jimmy. He
seemed to he promising a good deal
more than there was any logical rea-
son to supposs he could
Dorothy McRay amiled ck at him
through her tears and finished her atory
almost hopefully,

“Just after I had malled my letter to
Misa Falrfax the phone rang. 1 was
right down In the hall, 5o | nnawereqd It,
It was Don. He told me Father never
would consent to our marriage, but that
once we were married there was noth-
ing he could do about It.

They Plan to Elope.

Don begged me to elope with him, and
1 decided to do It this very evening—
while my courage held out, 1 had m
sultcane all packed and the night ioc
on the door thrown off, so Don could
come in and et me."

8o, that's how he happended to he
in the house tonight. He came for you
—not to harm your father,” sald Jimmy.

It wan a forlorn enough hope we were
pursuing—this theory that the empty
house Into which the Indlan had van-
ished that afternoon was a mesting
place for some of his sect! We were
reting on the bellef that the half-heard
addresa he whll%ed to the prince had.
indeed been No, Pelham road,

And above all there was the wildly
desperate supposition that Prince All
Jalbel of Caleutta, and Christopher Me-
Ray, erstwhile officer In the English
army, had met before, and that their
llvea were In some strange way Inter-
woven.

i Now I must ask my readers (o
come back with me and listen to a story
which came to us later on from strange
sources,

It Jimmy had followed the myaterious
stranger who had been admitted to All's
presence into that gloomy house to
which we were bound, It In just aalhle
that the story I write might be far dif-
ferent.

The Eaat Indlan hurried up to an un-
furnished room on the floor of which a
group of his compatriots were asitting
smoking and quietly discussing the plans
to which the unawerving patience of
thelr pitiless faith had bound them

This was thelr watchword: “Buddha
will be avenged tonight. What Shara
All, Rajo Jalbel of Caleutin, seeks ahall
be ours again. Buddha will be avenged.”

A Strange Existence,

Twenty-flve years before a young of-
ficer of the Britlah army in India mar-
ried a beautiful :roung Tlrl who came out
from home to be his bride.

Thera was nothing in all the world
e was not ready to win for
ay as tribute at her feet,

The girl found life in the little sta-
tlon where her young husband was in
command of a troop of cavairy hum-
drum enough except as she ‘nilereste
herself 'n all the strange phasesa of
East Indlan life.

One day the xouns captain took her
to view inaldd of & queer little etone
temple which excited her ourfosity. It

wWas & stone-walled room with a stone
Aleas a0 i% % Moy el albap af vag 5

murderer,
It may help

ing Dorothy’s tortured suspiclons that ;™ade

gerl’orm, But |
1

and | before, to the heart of Wentern

VILSS TAIRFAX STOPPED AND LISTENED

was an imog Buddbn carved out
of flawless black murble

The captain's yvoung bride glowsd with
pleasure when her eyes fell on the ex-
quisitely carved flgure. It Beenme the
493111- of her heart and «he beweed hor'
husband ta buy it for her At onee
he determined (o get it

There was u young priesi kneelin
before the altar. The vnllaltlaég offered

n

him all the money he brought
with him, never doubling that the
cupldity of the Enat would put the

Buddhn nt once In hig possession, But
the priest drew bhack in horror and
ordered them angrily from the temple
The gir! cried a little Lilt—the heat,
the loneliness and the dinammlntmc'n!f
her petulant, |

The husband could not hear her
tenrs—he determined that what could|
not be purchased could be taken: but)

fAirst he would make one more effort
to buy the idol. That night he visited
the stone temple agaln It Iay In
Erim mhadow—Illghted only by drip-

ping eandles
wans tending the altar.

The Climax.

The captaln entered and went to his
plde. But now asnger met the demands
of the “"cursed Englishman,” who even
In conquest seemed an allen to the
East Indian. The priest was young
and hot-blooded, le drew a knife
and threatened the captain,

Then the hot-blooded young Eng-
lishman tore his revolver from |
holster In self-defense and In at-
tempting to strike the knife from the
ﬁrlaal'n hand he hrought down the
eavy butt on the Indian'a head. The
priest fell senseless bhefore the altar
of Buddha.

For a moment fright held the Eng-
lishman chained to the spot, Then
the knowledge of how he had offend-
ad the priest caste terrified him for a
moment and he started to make his
escape, But there was a dare-devil
streak in his blood.

He had offended—-and to no purpone,
Hia bride's happineas was no nearer.
Her deslre was atill unfuifilled and
her husband, In striking one Brahmin
before the altar of his gods, had won
the hatred of the wohle Brabmin
caste,

The young captain stooped over the
senselexs body of the priest and seized
the squat black Agure of Buddha, In
the flickering light he almost fancled
that it looked at him with an evil
grin,

The young English captain sped home
to his bride with the stolen Idol. He
had given his beloved what she dealred
—an( that was t..e end of the story, he
thought,

Sllence In the Temple of Buddha. And
then—perhaps It was a vislon of the
young priest's distorted mind, perhaps
the mystery of the East holds some
strange possibllities which we of the
West can never understand—but sud-
denly a qgueer radiance Ut the empty
altar, and lo! Buddha himself stood
upon it and then stepped slowly to the
ground.

He lifted the knife which had fallen
from the young priest’s nerveless hand
and held it out to his votary. Blowly the
Brahmin ralsed his head, took the knife,
and then the vision of Buddha faded
from his eyes

Hut the young priest knew his duty -
Buddha must be avenged. The god hal
given hls command.

And It Jimmy Barton had stood out.

slde of the house to which he had fai-
lowed the mysterious Eust Indian he
would have heard the story of the thueft
uflpuddhn told by the yvoung priest him-
malf,
For All Jalbel, Rajo of Calcutta, wnas
dhe priest, and Christopher McecRay ‘he
Englishman on whom Buddba had com-
manded him to take \'nnrnm'u.

When Jimmy and 1 found the de-

The same Yyoung prlent'h

serted house where, Just that afternoon
All had told his faollowers the story, It
stood sllent and forbldding.

We found the door open. Quietly we|
crept in through the dark entrance hall,
Jimmy led the way up a narrow nlshl|
of stalrs. Beneath ope door we saw a
betraying crack of light, That must
be the meeting place of the East In-
dianas,

A volece of slow musleal cadence—the
volce of the East was speaking, From
the heart of the funula-. where the first
chapter was wrilten twenty-five ulra
vill-
sation the second chapter of the story
of the Btone CGod's vengeance carried
us, * * * Here it |s:

Early that evening All and Mahmud,
the teller of the tals, had gone In a
motor cab to a house far out In the
suburbs. Alt's knife had made an orifice
between the windows and the frame.
And then Al himaself had pushed open

the window and entered the houss of

his enemy—the house of the desecmator
At PuadAhaty, alinr

were walting came from bevond the
Inner doora. He reached up and pushed
the levers which held them. Then he

I
squat figure nbout ten Inchea nigh. 1L} At ane side of the room there was nll‘ﬂl‘“lh," at once und bear her a warn-
great vault. The man for whom they

I ing, her life iself might be forfelted.
!hm

| nee the algnal

| ny volced my thoughts “Wa've
i;-hl to make a quick getaway, Mias Falr-
fax
her,

That girl hasn't a soul to protect |
Her father In dead-—and the chap |

came out townrd the room where Al | she wantsd to marry can't do much_ to !

the avenger,
handas were
hidden awav,

Hefore he could close the diiter doors,
which the East Indian knew might
sealed to the world forever If the only

was crouched. Hut his

empty—=the Buddha was

|

he |

protect her, for the police have him. We
must get out of here before they hatei
up any more mischief.”

“Yes,. We have all the evidence we
need to save Donsld Jordan, and the
| point in to save the withessea for the d:-

man who possessed the secret eomb.na- fense’ snid 1.

tion which opened the®™ were dead. thn{ .
curtaine at the window parted and Al | host, which is n wuy

leaped acrons the room

In his hand was the knife which the

young priest of Buddhs had oconse-
crated 1o revenge twentyv-five vears be-
fore. The knife lifted, Aashed, and fell,
Christopher MeRay reeled and stagrered
o n chalr And then the priest of

Buddba spoke In a volee whieh held the |

pent-up hatred of twentv-five vears
“Iw vou remember me™" neked All
Goasping In agony, McRay looked at
in enemy «
Christopher McRay knew the East,
He had never forgotten that he was a
man marked out from his fellows. He
had left Indin and the service when his
child waa born. and had come to tne
Went,

And now Buddha's vengeante WwWas
completed—Christopher McRav knew
that death was upon him. For this ha
hind waited through long years. It had
kiven him a horror of being slone, and
because of it he had been unwilling to

ley Dorothy marry.
i!ecumm of h{,; haunting fear—hin

tribute to dead love—he had denled Dor-
othy living love, Some of the fear and
terror the man felt had been evident to
illlihmud walting outside for his master,

Danger for the Hiders,

“The dog of an Englishman—infidel
and unbellever that he was, one could
see on his face that he had known—that
the fear of Buddha had come down the
yoeurs with him." sneered Mahmud

1 shivered a little there in the back
hallway. | wondered what treatment
Mahmud would mete out to us, infidels
and unbellevers, too, If he were to fNnd
us listening to the secret conclave of
his poople!

Jimmy's hand sought and found mine
in the darkness. [ clung to it for & mo-
ment. It gave me warmth and comfort,

The Indlan Mahmud spoke again, and
at the bitternesa of his tone 1 crept
closer to the door,

“But Buddha—where Buddha?*
cried the other Indians,

“You do not ask ‘Where Is All Jaibel™
Do you forget your master? It was he
whoe went In search of the god,'" sald
Mahmud, and his amile became more
evll,

“Where, then, la All Jalbel?" As the
Indians moaned the words they sounded
like a chant—a dirge of evil.

Where Was Ali Jaibel?

There was a moment of hreathless
stiliness while T walted for the answer.
Where waa All Jaibel? Perhaps even
now he was creeping up through the
dark house with the figure of the
flod held above him as a talisman. Whao
knew what his fanaticdl bellef might
not make him do?
Jimmy and 1 were the only wilnesses
who could prove that Donald Jordan
was not a murderer—that aven If Dor-
othv nad lost a father she had not bv a
hideoun stroke of cruelty Jast a lover,
ton. since that lover was her father's
murderer—and branded with the mark

Is

of Caln.

“Where. then. s Al Jalhel?™' spoke
Mahmud bitterly, “Remember that 1
atond outside the window, helplesas Lo

Interfere. and that wnat came (o pass
happened quickly., He apurned the dy-
ing man with his foot and opened the
donra of the vault—Airst the outer ones,
Then he swung open the Inner oner.
looked and there on an altar stood
Buddha, Ewven that cursed Englishman
must bulla an altar to Buddha!

“And then, in a flash. as he pulled
open wide those Inner doors, 1 maw n
heavy service revolver such as thg dougs
of English use. It was caught back
upon the framework on ‘he altar Wnere
Buddha stood. When the doors ‘were

ened wide a wire fastencd to it would
pull back the trigger. I mereamed, but
it was too late. Our muster AN fell
dend."

There was a moment of sllence.

And then a shout went up. “Hut
Buddha! Our God! lg still In tho keep-
ing of those accursed English. There Is
a daugnter, Buddhn must be avenged,

Buddha was still in the possession of
Dorothy McRay—and the Indians did
not proposs that their god should be
kept I'n_n'or fl;tl)m the altars of his coun-

f=e -l Al

Hut we were reckoning without our
human falry god-
| mothers and godfathers have.

An we turned we beheld a menacting
figure st the head of the staira. He
gtond there for a moment and then van-
ished. 1t seemed almost as If he dis-
solved Into space,

Mr.

"Did you see
Barton?" ¥ nsked

“I thought so—hut | guess these East
Indian chups have got us bewltched,
Miss Heatrioe. We're making up a lit-
| tle magie for ourselves, If there'd been
ianybody there he'd be there—but he
f#n't, o he wasn't,” finished Jimmy,
| entegorically

80 we stood at the door another min-
ute—a fatal minute,

The white robed figure we kad fancled
|we maw a' the top of the stalrway had
been no figment of our overstimulnted
imaginations It had been another of
the Buddhist prieste—another of those
[eworn to vengeance on the unbelievers.

A Signal Given.

A we found later, ha went down the
stalrway again on nolseless felt-shod
feet. And then on s modern an in-
strument ns a steam pipe he wrapped
out & =ignal from the lower floor to
the counclil in the upper room,

Jimmy and T delayed noe mora than
ten geconds after we saw our “ghostly"
visitant, Put those ten seconds were
dangerous—and s moment later we folt
jthat they had been fatal to the happi-
iness of Donald Jordan and Dhrolfur
McRay.

For suddenly the door at which we
were kneeling burst open. Jimmy tum-
Lled forward into the room, foar his
‘hand had been upon the doorknobh and
the foree with which the door was
opened jJerked him into it

Jimmy, I knew, could take care of
himself, but what of the lonely girl
{put on Pelham rond—the girl who had
lost protection and love and faith that
very night?

I turned and ran In a crouching posl-
tion which hid me from the group In
the roeom. Then | stralghtened up and
ran quickly down. The front door wns
open,

I reached the fool of the stairs and
the checkered pattern of the moonlight
on the street outside sewmed flickering
n slgn of welcome to me,

And just as I stepped to the threshold
|and safety strong arms muffled me.
The man who had found us at the
keyhole had hetrayed us to the enemy
and was preventing me from flight. He
dragged me up
thrust me roughly into the room. The

anvthing then,

for some ecouncil ceremonlal.

of what avall were warmth and some
fort? Deoerothy McRay neesded us and
We wars nol free to go to her. 1 did
not guess (hat the Indians were men.
acing more than our freedom—our
very lives.

“Listen, American man, and listen,
too, white memsahib, since your me
admit women to thelr council fire
suld Mahmud, “Shara All Jalbel, Rajo
of Caleutta, gava his Iifs for a great

cAune—It shall not be In vain. Do
¥ou understand?”

“No,” sald Jimmy. “Lay your eards
on the table, Talk l:nﬂln‘. No diplo-
:':'l‘:t_r.bllner-—lell us Just what you iR

“It shall be as you wish," sald Mahe
mud. “All died for Buddhn. Twonly-

five years of his life he Eave Lo plan-
ning how he should save Buddha fro
the infidels—~an Englishman has d
angd his life paild for the sacrilege of his
thlt-l'l. That Ia not enough.

‘All died, too. He must be avenged—
and HBuddha must be returned to the
stone altar which waits for Its Rod.
The dead Englishman reached out from
beyond the grave to kill All.  All shall
reach out beyond the grave in his turn.

“We go to take the Buddha-—-and the
lHfe of SBahib McRay's daughter. The
Iittle white memsahib shall die. Now
In it clear? Now do you see the cards
on the table?"

Jimmy leaped loward tha sneerin
East Indian, "Before heaven, vou ~an’'
do n thing like that—this isn't Caleuting
It Isn't vour underground caste-ridden
India. 1t's America, There's much
thing an law and order. McRay's de
and All's dead.

“All  right-that evens things up.
We'll go out there with vou and get
the Buddha. The girl has no right te
it. Bhe'll return It—and they nesd us
richt away as witnesses o prove that
an innocent man didn’t kil her fathes,
I've got & A tax| outside; come nlong.”

The East Indian smiled at Jimmy's
Janunty masterfulness,

‘You and wvour memsahib will never
ride In a taxi again!'

“Will you let the white
speak?™ T asked.

“Hpeak before, yYou die!" sald Mah-
mud In a volece which even then in
that moment of doom 1 felt no place
anywhers In the world except In a
;::’mlc opera with a libretto by George

e,

A great deal depenided on that pare
mission, If Mahmud had refused,
wonder what would have become of
us, For If | was permitied to sperk
I had thought of a way that poasibly
might gsave us, 1 hacked over toward
the open window and leaned agalnast
It am If I were collapsing and nesded
the support of a sitting posture
against the window sill.

And as | spoke I waved my hand
cautiously behind me, Perhaps there
was a policeman near—perhaps our
taxi driver had lingered and would

memsahlb

A Fanatic Plea.

Bieadily and quietly | waved my
hand, and frantically 1| made my plea;
“It lsn't falr to take him., He only
came to help me, I am the helper of
all those who love. The man whose
life your god demanded was cruel to

his daughter—he would not let hep
mearry er beloved—he hated Lthem
both. Do you pee?

“Now, If you kill the girl and let the
boy die for the father's death you will
only be earryl out the wishes of the
man who defll your god. Do you want
to do that?”

I had wstruck the right note, My
words made an Impression on the *mo-
tlonal Easterners, Perhaps they llked
the idea of & woman's daring to nm':i.
to them—>but I think it was their hat .
of Christopher McRay which ma
them unwilling to do anything which
might have pleased him in life.

At last they decided to carry us Into
an Inner room, and leave Mahmud ‘o
guard us while they conferred and de-
cided how Lo disposc of us.

1 do not know whether or no they
would have shown mercy. Mahmud
stood at the door, a cold, inplacable fig-
ure. He held a gun—weapon of the
young Western civilization—leveled at
Jimmy. My first signals for help 8>
eautiously given had falled—now Jim-
my's eyes, a8 they caught mine, flash-
ed a signal as clear as If he had
spoken. That signal said: "“We must
take this fellow off his guard.”

I turned to the window and brazenly
and openly I signaled to the pitiless
empty space, where I know all too well
no friend lurked In readiness to help us.

Mahmud sprang to the window 1o ses
what hidden re-enforcements thare
might be without. And In the same
moment Jimmy's fngers found the
throat of our sentinel and their steady
pressure choked him into insensibllity.

Just beyond the door there ware
dosens of Mahmud’'s countrymen discus-
sing our fate. Perhaps they were in-
clined to mercy., We dare not wait to

see,

Quickly Jimmy tore the robe and tur-
han of his caste from Mahmud's A
As quickly he dragged the unconacious
Indian to one side of the room and flun
on the robe and tugban, which seem
suddenly to tranafotm him out of all
semblanee to the Jimmy Barton of the
Journal. whom I knew, and to turn him
into a priest of Buddha! Then Jimmy
took the gun with which Mahmud had
threate us and fired a shot.

The explosion brought the Indlans
trooping to the doorway. Jimmy stood
with hfa smoking pistol leveled at the
figure in the corner. The pantomime
wns clear to the Indians, Mahmud had
killed the American, and was taking
his woman. Respectfully enough they
stood aside while Jimmy dragged me
from the room threugh the path te the
freedom his strategem had created.

A second later Jimmy had half-pulled,
half-carried me down the stalrway, and
into the walting taxl, We were juat in
time, for the masquerade had been
dimcovered and Mahmud was staggering
aheand of his followers who came 10
bring us the sure doom our daring bad

v ’
m"'.!".}'l?dPolham road, ' nhoutled Jimmy
to our flying charloteer,

I felt Ifke part of a kaleldoscope In
vigorous revolution when we drew up

Jimmy #tood at one slde of the room.

uite bare and seemed
from the world, It

The room was
| strangely cut o
I had entered. It seemed remote from
|all modern clvilization—a part of the
Ensat
The swarthy Buddists sat in a circle
land talked a strange jargon—a dinlect
| which seomed formiess and wordlesas to
md.
unges,
In”r\n i-ou understand?' I muttered,
Jimmy shook his head. ““No.
my college degree on Insuffielent evi-
dence,' anld he.
i “gilence!"” commanded one of the In-
|nllnnm angrily.

The Indian Speaks,

Sione |One gas jet fNickered In the darkness. ! charge of murder,”

And 1 reallzed that  had one window and the door by which | who

I got {

[

agaln at the gateway of 20 Pelham

the stalrs agnin and | road

As we came up the path jeading to tha

Indlans were sitting In & elrcle as If | house, 1 heard a vo.ce spenking with

“I'l have to arrest
to arrest you on a

emphanis:
I'il have

quiet
voul.

Donald Jordan, protesting vigorously
the while. was seized by a detective
was leading him grimly awnav,

Jimmy and 1 were rushing up the
path to bear witness for the Innocent
voung Inw_wl;‘ nJimrm- wnatn? hlmn;

ruous fnNouR gure In hoe turban gne
f\-m rghu which bel 1r.'t] and  eddied
and gave eccentrie visions of the trou-

1 knew Jimmy was master of many | sered legs beneath them,

Jimmy Barton certainly @&d not loak
llke a heaven-sent messenger. but 1 am
sure Dorothy McRay thought that he
was when he cried out dramatically:
“The murderer of My, McRay Is In the

vault **

He crossed over to the heavy stes)
door of the great vault and threw it
open. Face downward on the floor lay

But suddenly the terrible suggestlon the robed fNgure of the Buddhist priest,

we had forgotten for

ecegrary fears for our own safety
c\'l:ll‘%\nh:d overcome us, lifted again
its ugly volce.

Mahmud held up his hand for silence
and turned to me with a courtly defer-
ence that | knew waa the elaborate
sarcasm of the Fast which, when
appears most servile, is often moa
triumphaantly masterful,
henr our declsion, madam, sinee our
afialrs interest you so much™

“Don't tell us anything you
want ur to kKnow"——Interrupted
Jimmy eagerly.

Mahmud bowed agaln, spreading out
hix palms in sneering Imitation of a
salanm. “You shall know—but
knowldge shall not harm us' sald he,

Jimmy's eyes found mine—I knew
they were trying to ronvey 'm rn:lt
pee = P taainih A rrmfert 1]

-

mg.r YOur paper.
!
“You .n]hnrn"l‘hi here needing Miss Falrfax now.*

youri me

a moment in the and, smiling Inscrutably above him, the

fArure of Huddha squatted on the rhelf
which had been a ahrine to the love of
a dead woman,

«'l puess there's no need for us any
more,” sald the detective when Jimmy
had finlahed hig story. "IU's some bent
Ian't It, Mr. BHarten?
ut 1 guess there aren’t any ‘love-lorn’

The detective grinned In friendly wine,

1 turned to whera Donald Jordan

don’t | stood holding Dorothy In his arms, defy-

Ing even death to cause her sorrow,
atnce she had his love to protect hey
Wateh for the mnovellsation of the
t epinode, which w bhe published
in wext Sunda)'s Time

See thin eplnode
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